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A pneny conceyted Comedie of 


corge a Crreene, the Pinner of Wakefield. 


E nter the Earle of Kendall, with bimthe 
Lord Bonfild, Sir Crilbert Ar rmeſtrong, 
and Tobn. | 


Earl of Kendall. 


Thenler vs fight, and dye 
Omnes. We will, my Lord. | | | 
Kendall. As I am Henrie Momford,Kendals Earle, | 
You honour me wirh this aſſent of yours, We” 
And here ypon my ſword I make proteſt, 
A.2, For 


The pleaſant Comedie of 
For to relicue the poore, or dyc my ſelfe > + > 


' Andknow,my Lords,that James, theKing of Scots, 
Warres hard yponthe borders of this land : 

 Hereis his Poſt: fay, Iohn Taylour, - 
 Whatnewes withKing Iames? 

John Warre, my Lord : tell, and good newes I troy : 
For king lame yowes to meete you the 2.6.0of this month, 
| God willing, mariedoth he fir. 
 Kendall.My friends,you ſec what we haue to winne, 
 Well,lohn, commend me roking Iames, 

And tell him I willmeete himthe 2.6. of this month, 
 Andallthereſt: and fo farewell, Exit Jobn, 
| Bonfild,why ſtandſt thou as a manindumps > 
( e: for if I winne,[le make thee Duke : 
I Henry Momford will be King my ſelfe, 
And [ will make thee Duke of Lancaſter, 
And Gilbert Armeſtrong Lord of. Doncaſter. 
_. Bonfild, Nothing,my Lord,makes me amazde at all, 
 Burrhatourſouldicrs findes our victuals ſcant ; 
We muſt make hauocke of choſe countrey Swaynes : 
Forſo will rhereſt tremble and be afraid, 
And humbly ſend protiiſion to your campe. 
| Gb. MyLord Bonfild giues g60d aduice, 
| Theymakeaſcorneandfiand ypontheKing : 
So what isbronghr, isſentfromrhem perforce , 
Aske Manneringelſe 
 Kend, Wharſayeſt thou, Mannering? 
Mah, WhenasTſhewdyourhighcommilsion, 


They 


the Pinner of Wakefield, | 


They madethisanſivere, 

Oudy ro ſend prouiſionforyour Reid, 

XK 4 Well, yethee to Vs [d, bid the Towne 

Toſend meal! Se chat I want. 

Leaſt I, like marriall Tamberlaine, lay waſte | 

Their bordering Countries, - 

And [cauing nonealiue that contraditsmy 

| Man. Letmealone, my Lord; Ilemakethem 

Vayle their plumes: for al ner = 

The proudeſt Knight, luſtice, or other, that 

' Your word, le clap himfaſt, romake thereſt rofeare, 
Kend. Doeſo Nick: hyethee thicherpreſently, 
And let vs hearc of thee againe romarrowe.” 

Man. Will you not remogue, my Lord > 

Kend. No: I will lyear Bradfordallrhis night, 

And all chenexr: come, Bontield, ler vs goe 


And liſten our ſome bonny laſles here. * Excuntonnts 


Enter the Ivſtice, « Towneſman, George aGreene,and 
Sir Nicholas AMannering with bis Commi iſcion. 


Tuſtice: M.Mannering, ſtand aſide; whilſt weconſere ; 


What is beſt ro doe. 
Towneſmen of Wakeficld, the Earle of Ko: 
Here hath ſenrfor victuals, 
And inayding him, we ſheweour ſeſues - 
Nolefle thantraytourstotheKing : | - 


Thercfore ler me heare, Townelmen, 
Whatis your conſents, © 
wa 
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Townel, Euenas you pleaſe we are all content. 
Tuftice. Then M.Mannering we are refolu'd. 
Man. As howe? 
Juſtice. Marriefir,thus. 
We willfendthe Earle of Kendall no viguals, 
Becauſe he is atrayronr rorheKing. 
 Andinayding him we ſhewe our felues no [effe. 
Man. Why,mey of Wakefield.arc you waxenmadde, 
Thar preſent ' cannot whet your wits, 
W comukeproubonofyourkcluce? | 
TheEarle is thirtie thouſand men ſtrong in power, 
And what cowne ſocuer him reſiſt, 
He layes it flatand leuell with the ground : 
Yeſilly men, you ſecke your owne decay : 
Therefore ſeads my Lord "Auch prouiſionas he wants, 


So he will ſpare your towne,and come no ncerer 
Wakcficld rhen heis, 


| «4 Maſter Mannering,you haue your hf were, 


Mas. v We of Woodroffe, for ſo 1 oſlei is thy name, 
Ilemake thee curſe thy oucrthwart Geniall, 
-Andall that fir vpon the bench this day, 
Shall rue the houre they baue withſtood my Lords 
Commilsion. 
Juſtice. Docthy worſt, wefeare thee nor. 
Man. Sec you » $3 ſcales? before you paſſe rhe fowne, 
{ _  Iwillhaue l things my Lord doth: want, 
In nſpirco of you. 


Creorge 


the Pinner of Wakcheld. 
Creorge a Greene. Proud dapper lacke, vayle bonner to 


& 


The bench, 

Thar repreſents the perſon of theKing, 
Or ſirra, [le lay thy head before thy fecre. 
Man. Why, who art thou? _- - ©, 
G yy Why, lam Georgea Greene, 
True licgemanto my King, | | 
Vho ſcornes that menof ſuch eſteceme as thele, ' 
Should brooke the braues of any trayrerous ſquire : 
You of the bench, and you my fellowe friends} 
Neighbours, we ſubicttsall vnto the King, | 
We are Engliſh bornc, and therefore Edwards friends, 
Voude vnto him cuecn in our mothers wombe, 

Our mindes to God, our hearts vnto our King, 

Our wealth, our homage, and our carcaſes, 

Be all King Edwards : then irra; we haue 
Nothing left for traytours, bur our ſwordes, 
Whertrcd ro bathe them in your bloods, 

And dyc againſt you, before we ſend you any viduals. 
Tuſtice. Well ſpoken, Georgea Greene. 

Towneſ. Pray let George a Greene ſpeake for ys. 
Creorge. Sirra you gerno victuals here, 

Not ifa hoofe of becfe would faue your liues, 5 
Man. Fellowe, I ſtand amazdear thy preſumption : 
Why, whar art thou thardareſt gaynlay my Lord, 
Knowing his mighty puiſſance and his ſtroke > 
Why, my friend, | come notbarely ofmy ſelfe : 
For ſee, I hauc a large Commilsjon. | 


—_ 


Creorge 
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_ George. Lermeſceir, ſfirra. 
. Wholeſcalesberhelc ? | 
Man. ThisistheEarle of Kendals Tealear armie 
This LordCharncl Bonhelds, 

 Andthisfic Gilbert Armeſtrongs: 
| George. [rellchee, firra, did good King Edwards ſonne 
| Seale acommilsjon againſt the King hisfarher, 

Thus would [care irindeſpire of him, 

| 44.  FrdetearestheCommyſsion. 
'  Beingtraytour tomy Soucraigne. = 

| Man. What? haſt thourorne my Lords Commiſion? 
Thouſhalcrucir,and fo ſhallall Wakefield, 
| George. ,Whar, areyouincholer? I will giuz you pilles 
Tocoole your ſtomacke, » . 
| Seeſtthourheleſeales? 

 Nowbymyfathersſoule, which wasa yeoman, 
When he was aliue, cate them, 

"Or cate my daggers poynr, proud lquire. | 

Man. oo pos pronhnps b 
George. Surethar ſhall youlce, before we two part. 
Man. Well, andthere benoremcdie, ſo George, 
Ons is gone : I pray thee no morenowe. 
George. Olw,it one be good, rhe orhers cannot hure, 
Sofir, noweyounuy goctell che Earle of Kendall, 
*. Yerofcurreſie I haue ſent all his feales 
. Backeagaineby you... [ant as- 5 
Man. Well fic, I willdo:yourarram, Ext,-'-. 
| I (Forge. 


- " 
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the Pinner of Wakefie! d. 


George, Nowe ler himtell his Lord, that he hach 
- Spoke with Georgea Greene, 

Right pinner ofmerric Wakefield rowne, 

Thar hath phiſicke for afoole, 

Pillesfor atrayrour that docth wrong his Soucraigne, 
Arc you content withthis that I hauc done ? 
TIuſtice, I, content, George: © 

For highly haſt chou honourd Wakchield rowne,. - 
In cutting ofproud Mannering ſo ſhorr. 

Come, thou ſhalrbe my welcome gheſt roday, 
For well thou haſt deſeru'd reward and fauour. | 


E xeunt onnes. 


- Enter olde Muſs oroue, and yong C uddic his 5 ſonne. 


Cuddic. Nowe genclcfarher liſt vnto thy ſonne, - 

And for my mothers loue, 

Thatcarſt was blyrhe and bonny inthine cye, 

Graunt one petition that I ſhall demaund. 

Olde Myſgroue. What is that, my Cuddie ? 

Cuddie. Father, youknowe the ancient enmitie of late; 

Berweene the Muſgroues and the wily Scottes, 

Whereof they hauc othe, | 

Not to [cauc one aliuerhar ſtrides a launce.. 

O Father, you arc olde, and wayning agevntothe ora 

Olde William Muſgroue, which whilome wast 

The braucſt horſeman in all Weſtmerland, 

* Is weake, andforſtroſtay hisarme vpona ſtaffe 

Thar earſt could wield alamce : 7. - AR. 

Toes B. 1, Then, 


UC : 


c X 
git, 


The pleaſant Comediec of 
Then, gentle Farher, reſigne the hold to me, | 


Giue armes to youth, and honour vnto age. 
Muſ. Auaunt, falſe hearted boy, my ioynts doe quake, 
Enen with anguiſh of thy veric words. 
Hath William Muſgrouc ſcene an hundred yeres? 
- Hane Ibenefeardand dreaded of the Scorres, 
Thar when they heard my name inany roade, 
"They fled away, and poſtedthence amaine ? 
And ſhall I dye wich ſhame nowe inmine age ? 
| No, Cuddie, no, thus refolue [, 
Here hauc I lau'd,and here will Muſgroue dye, 
E xcunt omnes, 
Enter Lord Bonfild, Sir Crilbert _Armeſtrong, 
DM. Grime, and Bettris bis daughter. 
_ ' Bon. Now,gerle Grime, Goda mercy for our goodchere,? |, 
Ourfare wasroyall, and our welcome grear. 
Andfith ſo kindly thou haſt enterrained vs, 
If wererurne with happic viftorie, 

V/e will dealeasfricndly with thee inrec e. 
Grime, Your welcome was bur duric, gentle Lord : 
; For whereforc haue we giuenvs our wealrh, 

 Furromakeourberrers welcoine when rhey come ? 

O,rhis goes hard whentrayrours muſt be Aarrercd : 
Burlifeisſweete, and | cannor withſtand ir. 
_. Gadd erhequarrell ofmy King. 


hope) willreueng 

S ild. rP ſaid you, Grime?  :. | 
rime. I fay,fir Gilbert, looking onmy davolrer, 

L curſerhe howre that ere I gorthegitle: - EE 

bi 25 0 For 


the Pinner of Wakchicld. 


For fir, ſhe may haue many wealthy furers, 

And yet ſhe difdainesrhemall, ro have 

Poore George a Greene vnto her husband. 

Bonfild. Onthat, good Grime, I amtalking wich thy 

Daughter, - * nol _ . 

Bur ſhe in quirkes and quiddicies of loue, 

Sersmeto f3.0ole rome 

Bur, gentle girle, ifrhou wilt forſake 

:The pinner, and be my louc, I will aduaunce thee high : 

To Jonifie tholc haires ofamber hiew, F: 

Ile grace them with a chaplet made of pearle, 

Sct with choice ubics, ſparkes, anddiamonds, 

Planted vpona veluct hoodto hide that head, 

Whercintwo ſaphires burne like ſparkling fire : 

This will I doe, faire Bens aieeinom 

_ _— the 977 of —_— an 
ttris, Heigh ho, rtis ina hi | 

Perhaps on = Earle. ifthat be he, "i 

Sce 7 wi he comes, or angrie or in lone; 

For why, his colour looketh diſcontent. 

Kendall, Come, Nick, followe me. 


Enter the Eark of Kendalland Nicholas Mannerinc: 


Bonfild. Howe nowe, my Lord? whatnewes? 
Kendall, Such newes, Bonhild, as will make thee laugh, 
ro heare how Nick was vide : 


And fret thy fall, 
Why, the Iuſtices ſtand on their rermes, 
Nick, as you knowe, is hawticin his words. | 

F T B. Zo He- 
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He lay d the lawe vntothe luſtices, 
V/ich (7 page braues, that one lookr on ahar' 
Ready ro {toope : bur tharachurle cane in, 
One George a Greene, the pinner of the rowne, 
And with his dagger drawne layd hands on Nick, 
And by no beggers ſwore that we were trayrours, 
| Rentour Commilsion, and yponabraue, 
Made Nick to cate the ſeales, or brooke the ſtabbe : 
| Poore Mannering afraid, came poſting hicher ſtraight. 
Bettris. Ohlouely George, forcunebe ſtill chy friend, 
And as thy thoughts be high, ſo be thy minde, 
 Inall Cad eucntothy hearts deſtre. 
Bonfild. Wharſayes faire Bertris? 
Grimes. My Lord, ſhe is praying for George a Choeths! 
He isthe man, and ſhe will none bur him. 
Bonfild. But hin? why, lookeonme, my girle : 
Thouknoweſt; that yeſternight1 courted thee, 
And {wore atmy returne ro wedde with thee : 
Thentell me, lone, ſhall I haue all thy faire? 
Bettris. Icare nor for Earle, nor yet for Knight, 
Nor Baron that is ſo bold : 
For George a Greene the merrie pinner, 
Heharhmy heart in hold. 
Bonfild. Boorleſie, my Lord, aremany vaine eibpliee: 


Lervs hyevsro Wakefield, and ſend her the pimers head. 
 Kend. Ir Ic ſhallbeſo, Grime, cie, 


|- Shurvp thy daughter, bridle her affects, 
Lermenot miſle her when makererurne : 


Therefore 


"| Bur ſoft : whoſe 


| the Pinner of Wakefield. 
Thescfore looke to her, as torhy life, good Grime. 
Grime, | warrant you, my Lard. - 
Ex.Grimeey Bettris. 


Ken. And Bettris,leaue abaſe pinnerfor toloue anEwule, 
Faine would [ ſce this pinner Georgea Greene 


Ic ſhallbethus: - 

Nick Manne ; ſhallleade onthe barcell, 

And we three will goc ro Wakefield in ſame dilguile : 

Bur howloeucy He hauc his head today... -,  Ex.gnnes, 


Enter the Kin of Scots, Lord Faumes, 
with ſouldicrs Ap Tohnie. 


King. Why, Iohnic : thenthe Earle of Kendall isbliche, 
And hath L_ men that troupealong with him. .. : 
Tohnic. I marie, my liege, and hath good men 
Thar come along with hi 
And vowes ro meete you at Scrablelea, God willing 
King. IfgoodS. A lend King Lame += 
I willbe wich himar the pointedday. 
ctic boy art thou? 
nter ue a Barleys ſonne. 
Ned. Sir, I amſonne vnto Sir lohna Barley, 
Eldeſt and all chat cremy mother had, | 
Edward my name. 
Tame. And whither artthougoing, 
Ned. T5 ſecke ſome birdes, = kil 


retic Ned? 
I killchems if] can; 


| * Andnowmyſcholemaſtcr is alſagone : 


So hauc 1 liertie ro ply myboye:. 


B. Þ 
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For when he comes, I ſtirre not from my booke. 
James, Lord Humes, but marke the vilage of this child. 
By him I gefle the beautic of his mother : ; 
None but Lzdacouldbreede Helena, © 
- Tellme, Ned, who is within with thy morher. 
Ned. Notburher felfe and houſhold ſeruants, fir ; 
If you wouldſpeake with her, knocke at this gate. 
614. lames. lohnicknocke at that gate. | 
- Enter lanea Barleyyponthe walles. 
Jane. O, I ambetraide : what nwlticudes be theſe 2 
James. Feare nor, faire Iane : for all chele men aremine, 
Andall thy friends, ifrhoube friend come : 
1 amthy loner Iames the King of Scorres, -- 
Thar oft hauc ſed and wood with many letters, 
Painting my outward paſsions with my pen, 
Whenas my inward ſouledid bleede for woe ; 
Lirtte regard was giuen tomy fure, 
But haply wr husbands preſence wrought it : 
 Therctore, ſweere Tanc; | firred me ro time; 
And hearing that thy husband was from home, 
Am come tocraue what long I hauc defirde. 
Ned. Nay, fofc you, fir, you get no entrance here; 
| Tharſecke ro wrong fir lohna Barley fo, 
 Andofftcr fuchdiſhonour tro my mother, 
James. "Why, what diſhonour, Ned 
Ned. Though young, yct often haneT heard: 
My fatherſay, 
 Nagreater wrong thantobe nudecuckold, 


Were 


the Pinnerof Wakefield. 


Were of age, or were my bodie ſtrong, | 
Were he ten Kings, I wouid ſhoote himro the heart, 
That ſhould attempt to giueſir lohnthe horne. 
Mother, let him not comein, * 
I will goe lic ar [ockie Millers houſe, 
James. Stay him. (14 
Lane. I, wellfaid, Ned, thou haſt giuentheKing 
His anſwere :- ._ | C175" 
For were the ghoſt of Celaronthe earth, 
Wrappedinthe wonted gloric of his honour, 
He ſhould nor make me wrong my husband {ſo : 
Bur goadKing lames is plcalanc,as[ gelle, 
And mcanes to tric what humour am in, | 
Elſe would he neuer haue an hoſte ofmen, 
To hauc them witncsof his Scortiſh luſt, 
Tames. lane, infaith, Iane. 
lane. Neuer reply : for [ proteſtby the higheſt 
Holy God, | 
Thar doomecth juſt revenge for things amiſfe, 
King Iames ofallmen ſhallnot hauemy loue. 
James, Thenliſt ro me, Saint Andrewebe my boote, 
Bur {le raſe thy caſtle ro the verie ground, 
Vnleſſechouopenthe gate, and letrhein. 
ſane. | feare thee nor, King [amie, doe thy worlt : _ 
This caſtle is roo ſtrong for chee ro feale: 
Belides,xo morrowe willfir lohncome home,  @—_. 
James. Well, ane, fince thou dildainſt King Iames lone; | 
Liedrawethee on with ſharpe anddeepe extremes: 
B. 4. 


For 
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Forby my fathers ſoule, rhis brat of thine 
_ Shallperiſhherebefore thine eyes, = 
Vnletſe thou openthe gate, and lerme in; | 
Jane. Odcepe extremes : my{ hearc begins robreake : 
' Mylictle Ned lookespaleforfeare. | 

Cheare thee, my boy, [ will doe much for thee. 
Ned. Burnocfomueh;as to difſhonour me. 
Jane. Andifrhoudyeſt, I cannot liue, fweere Nett, | 
Ned. Thendye.with honour, mother, dying chaſte, 
Jane. lamarmed: © 
My husbands lone; his honour, and his fame, : 
 Toynesvictoricbyvertie, *: Fes. 2 

Nowe, King Iames; ifmorhersrearcscannor alay-thine ire, 

' Thenburcherhim. forT willncucr yeeld : 
* The fonne ſhall dye;before I wrongrhe farher, 
James. Why then he dyes. 5 ITE FOO off 

Allarumwithin: Enter'a Meſſenger. 

Deſſenger. My Lord, Mufgroue is at hand, © ' 
- James. Who, Muſgroue > Thedcuillheis. © Come, 
 _ Myhorlc. E xcunt omnes.' © 


'  Enterolde Muſgrove with King James priſoncr, .. 
| Muſ. Nowe,King lames, thouartmy ptiſoner, . + 
| James. Notthine, butforumesprifoner. 

Enter. Gaddie. 

Cuddie. Father, the field is ours: their colours w 
Haucleyzed: _ 
And Humes is flayne ; Iflewe himhandco hand, + © 
Fl mm. . - Ma. 


> IO. > 


the Pinner of Wakchield, 
Muf. God and Saint George. 
Cuddie. O father, I am foreathirſt. | 
Jane. Come in, young Cuddie, come anddrinke thy fall : 
. Bring inKing Iame wich youas a gheſt : 
For all this brojle was cauſc he could not enter. 
E xeunt omnes; 
Enter Creorge aGreene alone. ; 
George. Theſweete content ofmen thar line in loue, 
Breedes fretting humours ina reſtleſke minde, 
And fanſic being checktby fortunes ſpite, | 
Growes roo impaticnt in her ſwecte defires ; 
Sweete to thoſe men whome loue leades on to bliſle, 
"Butſowreto me, whole happe is ſtill amiſle. 
Enter the Clowne. 
Tenkin. Marie amen, (ir. 
Creorge. Sir, whatdoc youcrye, Amen at? 
Tenkin. Why, did nor you talke of loue? 
George. Howe doe you knowe that? 
Jenkin. Well, hough l fay ir that ſhould not lay ir, 
There are fee fellowes inour pariſh, 
Sonetlced with loue, as I haue bene of late. 
Geor, Sirra, I thought no lefle, whenthe other morning, 
Yourolco carclyro goe ro your wenches. 
| Sir, I had thought you had gone about my honeſt buſines. 
Tenkin. Trow youhauc hitic : for maſter, be irknowne 


To you, 
ip lome good willberwixe Madge the Soulewife, 


C.r Marie 


| 


Jen. Hef) pide Madge andl (it together, 


The pleaſant Comedie of 
Maric ſhe hath anocher loues,....* | | 
George. Canſt thou brooke any riualsinthy loue? . 
Ten. A rider?ng,he is a low-gelder, and goes zfoote, 
But Madge pointedro meete me it your wheate cloſe. - 
Creorg. VWell, did ſhe maete youthere? e's 
Ten... Neuer make queſtion of that: l 
And firſt I faluted her with a greene goWne, | 
Andatter fcllas hard a wooing,. roy 
As if the Prictt had binat our backs,to haue marricd vs. 
Georg. Whar, did ſhe grant? ., bhp, 
Ten. Did ſhe praunt?Neuermake queſtionof that: 
And ſhe gaucmeahirrcoler, .,., | 
Wrought ouer with no coumertet ſtuffe, 
Georg. What ,was it gold? 
Jen. Nay, trwas better than gold. 


"ub Creorg. What was it? - 


Ten. Right Couentrieblew, | 
Who had no ſooner come there, but wot you who 


 cameby, 


Creorg. No, who? ts; «E 
Jen. Climtheſaw-gelder. 
Creorg. Camecheby? 


He leapt from his horſe, laid his hand on his da 
Beganrto {weare. Y, 

Now l ſceing he had a dagger, 
Ang I nothing bur thistwig jnmy hand, + +, 
I gauchim fare yords and laid nothing, 


gger , and 


the Dinner of W ckefiel. 


He comesto m#andtakes meby rhe boforne, 
You hoorſenſliue; faid he;hold niy horſe: ! 
Andlookeherakenocolde imhis feere. TY: 
Nomuarie ſhall hefir, quorhT, 5 0 

Ile lay mycloake vndernearh him? 

I rooke my cloake, ſpread itall a" 

And his horſe on che midft of ir. IS 
Georg.« Thou clowne, didft thou et his horf rpon 
Thy cloake? 

294 I, bur marke ho: y Iſerwedhim: DEL [WR 
Made: ard he was no {ooner gone ds wne into the dirch, 


| BurIplucked ont my knite, 
Cur tourc hoales inmycloake, and ninde bis horſe Tight 


 Onthebare ground: | 
Geor. Twas well done:now ſit, oo and foray ay Be: 
Lt you finde any catcet} in theicorne, ropound WING 
Jen. Andit I findeany in the pound, ©! | 

Iſhall tnrnexhem our: Exit Tenkdy.. 


Enter the Earle of Kendal, Fond Bonficld, ſir Gibert; 
alta ſou iſed, off a traine of men. ; 


Kend. No yy we haue pur the horſes inthe corne, 


Ler ys Rand inſome corner for to heare, 
Vhar brauing rcarmes the pinner will breathe, 


When he ſpics our horſes:inthe corne. 
Enter lacke blowing of his horne. 
Ten. O maſter where are you? wehaue apritc, 


G corg, A prile, whar is.it? 


"X 7 
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Tenkin. Three goodly horſes inour wheate cloſe. 


George. Three horlcs in our wheat cloſe?whole be chey? 


| Tenkin. Maric thats a riddlc rome: bur they arc ther Ee: 


-  Oneof themhearing me aske what he made there, held vp = 
| his headandneighed, aud after his maner laught as heanily 

_ asifanare had bene tycd ro his girdle. My maſters, ſaid I, 
tis no laughing matter, for ifmy maſter rake you here, you 
g0c,as round as atop, to the pound. Another vntoward 


» 
: 
: 
/ 
\ 
ns 


| The Earkof Kendall, the Lord B 


: - 
s 
| 
x 
: 


u 


_ ofthem, catt vp both his hecles, and ler ſuch aamonſtrous 
greatfarr, that was as much as in his language to fay, A fart 
' for the pound, anda fart for George a Greene. 

hearing this, pur on my cap, blewemy horne, called them 
ll | 
| | George. Nowe fir, goc and driue me thoſe three horſes 


 Tothepound. | 
Tenkin. Doe youheare ? [ were beſt rakea conſt:ble 


© Velicrhorles, nd [ncuer fawefuch horſes before. Asmy 
dutic was, I pur off my cappe, and faid as followcrh : 


My maſters, what doc you make in our cloſe? 


jade hearing methreaten himrto the pound, andro tel! you 


owel 


jades, and came to tell you. l 


Wirth me. 


George. why ſo? 
Why, theybcing hes lemens horſes, may ſtand on their 


obcy me, 


illnor 


Repurarion, and 


| | George. Goedoeas [bidyou, fir. 


Enkin. Well, | may goc. 


dand 
Kend. 


ſirG rt Armeſtrong meetet 


- - 


the Pinner of Wakefield. 


| Kend; Whither away, (ir? 
Tenkin. Whither away ? I amgoing omit) 
Inthe pound. 
Kend. Sirra, thoſe three horſes belong to vs, and we 
 Themin, adchey mult tarrie there, andcate their 
Tenkin. Stay, wil coctcllmymaſtcr. 

Heare you, maſter ? we haue another priſe : 

Tholc three horſes be in your wheateclole Rill, 
And hcre be three i | 
Crcorge, Wharberhele? 

Jenkin. [_ are the maſtersofche horſes. 
Crcorge, Nowe, gentlemen, | knowe not your [N 
Bur ak kj. = vnlc{le youbeKings, $5 | 
W hy wrong you vs of Wakcfield wich your horſes? 
Ck inner, and before you paſle, 
Youſhallmake goodie ochallechuy lanedean 
Kend. Peace, ſauciemate, pratenottovs: 

[ cell thee, pR_ ” arc _ _ 
Creorge. Why fir, ſomay I fir, alchoug nin 
K _ Thou? bowed a I 45227 
ſcnkin. And lach is my maſter, and he may giueas good” 
 Armes, ascuer your great grandfather could giue. - 
Kend, Pray thee let meheare howe? 

Jenkin. Maric my maſter may gjue for his armes, 


The picture of Aprill i ina green icrkin, 


. Witharooke on one hiſt, and an home onthe other: 


Bur my maſter giues his armes the wrong 
hn whe 
| "+ Js 


 Theplcaſaint Comedie of 
Andyour grandfather, oma he PN CERTe= tk Ts 
_ Armes, ' , 
 Weares thehornz on his owne Ws] 
Kend:' \Wcll pinnev, ſichour hortesbe tn, 
In ſpircof thee they now ſhalb'feede their HI, 
And eate yntil] our teafaresſeructo goe. ' 
George. Nowbymy fathersloule, 
Were good king Ed4vards horles inthe corne, + - 
They ſhall Pegs." che (cathrorkiſſerhe pound, 
Much more yours fir, whatloere you be. | 
Kend. Why man, thou knoweſtnor vs, 
Wedobclong to Henry Mamford Earle of Kendal, 
* Mcntharbeforc anionthbe fall expirds, | 
Willbe king Edwards berrers in rhic land. 
| Creorg. King Edwardsberrer, rebel! thou lie, 
EY: George ſtrikes him. ' Tok 
on ar Villineywharhaft thou done? con haſt Nie6kee 
of An aric. | 
 Greor, Why whiar add 7A -poore. man thar i is true, 
1 idler thhebefalte.« 1 ff { 
l | ) Traicarsreapenabetretfatouzar rophands. ©. 
Kend. Iſo methinks,hutthou ſhak deare aby this ends 
Now or neuer lay holdoothepinner. = 
mis &:iter nllehe ambush.. 
| Georg. $ cay My Lotds,l cvs parlic onthelc brofles: 
| NorHeareulesagainſtewoheprouctbeis, | 
_ NNorl again lagreatamulrirude. 
Tr ntnntgany did, 


1998 9 I would 


the Pinner of Wakefield. 
I would haue ſtopt your paſſage vnto London; 


Bur now Lle flicto lecres policie. 

 Kengd. What cocit thoumurmure, George? 

Creorge. Marie chis, my Lord, I mule, 

If thou be Henric Momford Kendals Earle, 

That thou wilr doe poore G.a Greene this wrong, 

Encr to match me with atroupe of men. 

Aexd, Why doeſt thou ſtrike methem _ © 

Geor. Why my Lord,mcaturemebut by yourlelte: 

Had you a man had ſcrud youlong, _ 

And heard your foc miſuſe you bchinde your backe, 

And would nor draw his ſword in your defence, 

+ Youwouldcaſhere him. 4:2 AN 
Much more, king Edward is my king: 

And before Ile heare him fo wrong, 

Ie die wichin this place, 

And maintaine good whatſocuer I haue ſaid. 

Ardif I ſpeake nor reaſon inthis cale, | 

WharlT haue faid Ile maintaine in this place. 

Bon, A pardon my Lordfor this pinner, _ 

For truſt me he ſpeakerh like a man of worth. 


Kend. Well, George, wilt thou lcauc Wakehielde and 


Wend with me, 
Ile freely pur vp all and pardon thee. 
' Georg. ImyLord,conſidering me one thing, 
You will leauc theſe armes and tollow your good king, 
Ken. Why Geo! c, I riſenor againſt king Edward, 
Bur for the SO is oppreft by wrong, 

GC. 4, 


| 


J. 


S 


"I 


| 


 TJenkin, Sir. 


The pleaſant Comedie of 


Andif ing Edward will redreſle the ſame, 


I will nor offer himdih Maragement, 


 Butotherwiſc. and ſo let this fuffiſe : 


Thouhear| the reaſon why 1 riſe inarmes. 
Nowe wilrthou leaue Wakefield, and wend with me; 
Ilemake thee captain= of a hardic band, 


And when haue my will, dubbe thee a knight. 
| George, Why, my Lord, hauc you any hope ro winne? 


Kend. Why, there is aprophecie docth ſay, 
ThatKing Iamesand [| ſhall mecte ar London, 


 AndmaketheKing vaile bonnet ro vs both. 


Ceo. Ifrhis were rrue,my Lord,this were a mighty reaſon 


Ken. Why, it is a miraculous poopincks and cannot faiic, 


George. Well, my Lord, you 
Ienkin, come hither, 


calmoſt rurned me. . 


Goe your waies home, fir, 


Byers 
| .  Anddriuemethole three hotles home vnto my houſe, 


And powre themthem downe a bufhell of good oares. 
Jenkin. Well, I will. Muſt I giue theſe ſcuruic hoxſes 


Oates? Exit Ienkin. 


Geor. Will irpleaſe youro commaund your traine aſide? 
Kend. Stand alide. £ xit the trayne., | 


Creorge, Noweliſt rome : 
Herceina wood notfarre from hence, 
 Theredwels an old manina caue alone, 
Thar can forcrell whar fortunes ſhall befall you, 
Forhe is greatly skilfull inmagike arte? = = - 


- the Pinner of Wakefield, 
Goyouthree to himearly in the morning, 
And queſtion himif he ſaies good, * | 
Why thenmy Lord, I am the formoſtman, 
We willmarch vp with your campeto London. 
Kend. George, thou honoureſt me in this: 
Bur where ſhall we finde him our? - w 
George. My man ſhall condutyouro the place: 
Bur good my Lordstellme true what the wiſe man faith. 
Kend. That will I, as I am Earle of Kendal, 
George. Why then, ro honour G. a Greene the more, 
Vouchſafc a peece of beefe army poore houſe, 
You ſhall haue wafer cakes your fill, © 
A peece of beefe hung vp ſince Martilmas, : 
If rhar like you nor, take what you bring for me. 
Kend. Gramercies, George. xeunt OMnes. 
_ Enter George aGreenes boy |” Lily, diſquiſed 
| like a womanto M. Crimes. 
PLily. Owhatis loue?itis ſome mightie power, 
Elſe couldir neuer conquerG. a Greene: 
Here dwelsachurle that keepes away his loue, 
I know the worſt and if Ibecfpicd, 
Tisburabeating, and if I by this meanes 
Can get faire Bertris forth her fathers dore, 
Ir is inough, Venus for me, and all goes alone, = 
Be aiding ro my wily enterpriſe, 
He knocks at the dogre. 
Crri, How now,who knocks there? what would you haue? 
D:-* Dro 


| 


The plcaſant Comedie of 


From whence came you? where doe youdwell * 
'  /" ly. Iam, forlooth, aſemſters maide hard-by, 
_ ._  Thathathbroughr worke hometo yourdaughtrer, 
' Grime. Nay, are you nor ſomecraftic queane, 
|  Thatcomestrom George a Greene,that raſcall, 
. With ſome letters ro mydaughter? 
Twill haye youſearcht. - 
 EVilg. Alas;fu, it is Hebruevnto me, 
 Totrellme of George a Greene,or any other: 
| Searchme good fir, E. 
= Andif youkindea letrerabout me, 
—* |  Lermehauethepuniſhment that is due. 
'  Grune, Why are you mufled? 1 like you the worle 
Forthar.. T 
 / al, Tamnor,fir, aſham'dtoſhew my face, 
'. Yerloth Iammycheckes ſhould rake the aire, 
| Notthatlamcharic of my beauties hue, 
'- Burthacl amrroubled with the toorh-ach ſore. 
Grime. A pretic wench of {miling countenance, 
| Oldemencanlike, although they cannot loue, - 
L,andloue, though not ſo bricte as yong men can. 
Well,gvoc in, my wench,and ſpeake with my da ugh cer, 
[ER 6+ 2 


"I wonder mucharrhe Earlc of Kendall, 
Being a niightie man, as ſtilt he is, 
Yer for to beatrairorto his king, 
' Is morethen Godor man will well allow: 
- Burwwhara fooleamlI ro ralke of him? 


: ” 4 RE 


the Pinner of Wakefield. 


My mindeis more heereof the pretie Laſſe: 
Had ſhebrought ſome forrie pounds rorowne, 
I could be concent ro make her.my wife : 
Yer I hauc hearditina prouerbe laid, 
He thatis olde, and marries with a lafle, 
Lics bur at home, and prooues himlelteanaſſe,-:. | 
Enter Bettris in / /uhes apparellto Grime. 
How now,my wench, how-iſt2 whatnor a word? 
Alas,poore ſoule, rhe rooth-ach plagues her ore: 
Well,my wench, herceisan Angel forto buy thee pinnes, 
Andl1 pray thee vie mine houſe, 
The oftnerchemore welcome: farewell. Exit. 
Bettris, Obleſled lone, arid bleſſed forrune borh. 
Bur Bertris, ſtand nor here to ralke of loue, 
Bur hye thee ſtraighr vnto thy George a Greene: 
Neuer went Roe-bucke {wifter on the downes, 
Then[I will crip it till I (eeimy:George. | + | Exit. 
Enter the Earle of K endall, L Bonficld, ſir 
Gilbert, and Tenkin the clowne. | 
| KRend.. Comeaway lenkin. 
Ten. Come; hereis his houſe. Where be you, ho? 
Georg, Whoknocks there?  _ 
K Ra. Hecre are rwo or three poore men, father, 
Would hows with you. | 
Creorg, Pray giue your man leauerolcade meforch, 
Kend. Goe, lenkin,fetch him forth. 
len. Come, olde man. 1.1 Mee? 
Enter George a Crreene diſgniſed, * v1 
u | LJ ke Kend, 


The pleaſant Comedie of 


 Kend. Fathergheere is three pooremencometo queſtion 
Theca word in ſecrete that concernes their liues. 
George. Say onmy lonnes. 
' Kend. Father, | amſure you heare the newes, 
How thatthe Earle of Kendal wars againſt the king, 
Now farther we three are Gentlemenby birth, 
Bur yonger brethren that want reuenues, 
| Andforthe hope we haue tobepreterd, 
If chat we knew that we ſhall winne, 
' Wewill march with him: 
© Tf not, we will not march afooteto Londorit more. 
| | Therefore good father, rellvs whar ſhall happen, 
_ Whether 6 King or the Earle of Kendal thall win. 
\ _ George. Theking, myſonne. 
 Kend. Artthouſureot that? 
| George. I, asfureasthouart Henry Momford, 
 TheoneL. Bonhild, the other fir Gilbert. 
 Kend, Whythisis wondrous, being blinde of ſight, 
- Hisdeepeperſeuecrance ſhould beſuch ro know vs. 
 Gilb. Magike ismightic, and foretelleth great matters: 
| IndeedeFather,here isthe Earle cometo ſee thee, 
| Andtheretore good fatherfable nor with him. 
George. Welcomeis the Earle to my poorecell, 
 Andloareyoumy Lords: bur let mecounſell you, 
| Toleauetheſe warres againſt your king, 
_ And live inquier. 
 Kend. Father, wecomenot for aduice in warre, 


: f Bur roknow whether we ſhall vinor lecle. 


George, 


the Pinner of Wakeficld. 


Georg. Loſe gentle Lords,but not by good king Edward; 
A baſer man ſhall giue you all the foilc. 
Kend. I marie father, what man is that? 
George. Poore George a Greene the pinner. 
Kend. What ſhall he? 
George. Pull all your plumes,and fore diſhonour you. 
Kend. He, as how? 
George. Nay,the end tries all, burſo ic will fall our. 
Kend. Burſo it ſhallnotby my honor Chriſt. 
Ile raiſemy campe,and fire Wakefield rowne, 
And take thar ſcruile pinner George a Greene, - 
And butcher him betore king Edwards face. 
, George. Good my Lord be nor offended, 
For I ſpcake nomore thenarte reuealesro me: 
And for greater proofe, 
Giue your man leaue to fetch memy ſtaffe. 
Kend. Ienkin, ferch him his walking ſtaffe. 
Ten. Here is your walking ſtaffc. 
George. Ileproue it good ypon your carcaſes; 
A wilcr wilard ncuer met you yet, 
Nor one that berter could foredoome your fall: 
| Nowl haucſingled you herealone, 
I care not though you be three to one. 
Kend. Villaine, haſt thoubetraid ys? 
Creorg. Momtford, thou licſt,neuer wasI traitor yer, 
 Onely deuis'd this guile todraw you on, 

For ro be combatants. 

Now conquere me,and then marchonro London: 
» Wy” Bur 
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| Kend. Fatherjheere is three poore mencometoqueſtion 


. Thec a wordin fecrete that conc 


- 


ernes thcir liues. 
George. Say onmy lonnes. Trot. 
Kend. Farhcr, | amſure you heare the newes, 

Hoy that the Earle of Kendal wars againſt the king, 
Now father we three are Gentlemen by birth, 

Bur yonger brethren that want reuenues, 

. And forthe hope we haue tobepreterd, 

If chat weknew that we ſhall winne, 

We will march with him: 

It not, we will not march a foote to Londori more, 
Therefore good facher,tellys what ſhall happen, 
Wherher the King or the Earle of Kendal thall win. 
Creorge. Theking, myſonne. 

Kend. Artthoufſurc of that? 

George. I, asfureas thou arr Henry Momford, 


| TheoneL.. Bonfild, theotherfir Gilbert. 


| Kend. Whythisis wondrous, being blinde of fight, 
\ Hisdcepeperſeucrance ſhould be ſuch ro know vs. 
Crilb. Magike is mightic, and forctelleth great matters: - 
Indeede Father,here isthe Earle cometo fee thee, 
And therctore good fatherfable nor with him. 
George. Welcome is the Earle to my poore cell, 
Andloare youmy Lords: bur let mecounſell you, 
Toleaucthele warres againſt your king, 
And liue in quier. 
| Kend. Father, we come not for aduice in warre, 


'Burroknow whether we ſhall vinor lecle. 


b 


George, 


| the Pinner of Wakeficld. | 
Georg. Loſe gentle Lords, but not by good king Edward: 
A baler man ſhall giue you all the foil. 
K<cnd. I marie father, what man is that? 
George. Poore George a Greene the pinner. - 
Kend. What ſhall he? | 

George. Pull all your plumes,and fore diſhonour you. 
Kend. He, as how? 5 bop 

George. Nay,the end tries all, bur ſo ic will fall our. 
Kend. Burſo it ſhallnotby my honor Chriſt. 
Ile raiſemy campe,and fire Wakefield rowne, 
And take thar ſcruile pinner George a Greene, + 
And butcher him before king Edwards face. 
. George. Good my Lord be nor offended, 
For I ſpcake no more thenarte reucales ro me: 
And for greater proofe, 

Giue your man leaue to fetch memy ſtaffe. 
Kend. Ienkin, ferch him his walking ſtaffe. 
Ten. Here is your walking ſtaffe. 

George. Ile prouc ir good vpon your carcaſes; 
A wilcr wilard neuer met you yet, _ 
Nor one that better could foredoome yourfall: 
Now I hauc ſingled you herealone, 

I care not thoughyou be three to one. 
Kend. Villaine, haſt thoubetraid ys? 
Creorg. Momtford, thou lieſt,neuer was I traitor yet, 
 Onely deuis'd this guilerodraw you on, 

For ro be combatants. 
Now conquere me,and then marchonto London: 

TAP-- 3 iy > Bur 


Georg. Thengiue icme,for I will haue the firſt. - 
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Bar (halls o2 hard,burlT will hold you taske;' 4 + of 
Gb. Ce Lord checrely;l[le kill him w_ to hin, 
Kend. A rhoulahnd pound to himrhat ſtrikes that firoke: 


«4 


Here they fight,Creorge kils ſir (7ilbert, and" 
T5 . takes theorher two Priſoners, - 

Bonfild. Stay, George, wedoe appeale. 

George: To whom.” i |; 


Bon. Why, to the king: ' 4 ' 
For rather had webide what he appoynts, "RE 
Then here, be murthered by aferuile'groome. 
Kend. What wilt thou oe with ys? 1EFAAA 
Creorg, Eucnas Lord Bonkild wilt, 20%) © : ud 
Youſhall vnrotheking,. -: ; 


And for that purpoſe lee has a luftice Is pled. 
- Enter Juſtice; '” © 

Tuff. Now,my Lordof Kendal;wherebe al your nyY 

Euen as thecauſe, fo is the combar fallen, 

Elle one could never have conquerdthree, '' © + 

Kend. I pray thee, Woodroffe, docnot tir me: "£4 7 

If Thaue Coli. mulſtmake ametids5” | gdh, 


Ceor. Maſter Woodroffe, here isnotra plac neal}! 
Words. | 


I beſeech ye ſir diſcharge all his fouldivrs,” rg 
_ Thateuerymanmay may gue oc home vnto his owietiouls” 
Iuflice. I ſhall becſo, whatwilt thoudoc ran | 


CGeor, Maſter Woodroffe, mh ro Kong charge, | 
| Leauemetomylelte.” | . 


; bt. 


*& ) 


the Pinner of Wikelield. 
Exit all but 


tuft. Come,my Lords. Geor pe 
 Greor,. Here far thou;Georgegwearingawillo avi 
Oo] Soca puns Mao ET 
Fic George nomore, Þ I Lo NE 


Pine not away fr that whichcannoche: 
| conieidp ning carchly bliſle, -- 

So long ax L doe want capaagennls. © CEE Be) 
| Enter lenkin.” I ETD 
Ten. Who ſecamuſterof mine?” WIUEC G7, 


(>corge. How agua ndhidongdl | 
Jen. Whitheraway? why who decyoutake metobe 


Creorg. Why Ienkin my man.---- + 
Ten. I was ſo once in deedegbur now the aſeivatred/ | 
George. I pray thee, ashow? {= 4% 
| ſen. Werenot youafortunereller today? | 
' Georg. Well, wharof thar? * © 
den. So ſure am Ibccomea ringer G 
What will you fyif li ur ſwecte heart? - 
George. Nam, prating iclousfarher , 
Doth wait oucr "e with ſuch ſuſpicious eyes, | 
Thar if amanbur dallyby her feere, 
Hethinks ir ſraght, rvrnctnscherns de diyits : 
Jen. Well, what will you giue me,it [bring her hither 
George: A ſure of groets, ani eyeing. J 
Jen. Well, by your leaue, glue Meroome, Fo 
Youmuſt giue me ſomething that you haue lately worne, : 4 
George. Theret is a gowne, will chat ſerne you? © + 


Jekan [, this AO NEEOIY mycirce,” + + | 


MS 


PETS, The pleaſant Comedie of 
Leaſt yoube rorne in peeces.with ſhee deuils; 
Miſtces Bettris, once,rwice, thrice. 
Fe throwes the groundin,and she comes out. 
Ohis this no cunning? 
Creorge. Isrhis my loue, or is it but her ſhadow? 
 TJenkin, Irhisis the ſhadow,bur heere is the ſubſtance. 
| George. Tell mee {weete loue , whar good fortune 
Brought thee hither: 
For onc it was that fauourcd George a Greene. 


' Beteris, Bothloue & fortune brought me ro my George, 


In whoſe ſweerte ſight is all my hearrs content. 
Yzeor, Tell mee {weete Joue, how camit thou from thy 
Fathers ? | 
Bettris. A willing minde hath many ſlips in loue: 
It wasnotl, buc Wily chy weere boy. 
Geor. And where is Wily now? 
Bettris. Inmy apparell in my chamber ſtilL 
Creor, Tenkin, comehicher: Goc to Bradford, 
And liſten out your fellow Wily. 
.- Come,Betrris, let vs in, 
' Andinmycottage we will fir and ralke, 
+1 _ - Excuntomnes, 
Enter King Edward,the king of Scots, Lord 
. C0 / armickeyong Cuddy,andtheir traine. 
| Edward, Brother of Scotland, [doc holdit hard, 
Seeingalcague of truce was late confirmde 
Tiwixt you and me, withour diſpleaſure offered, 


2 :i*4\You ſhould make {uch inuaſtonin my land, 


The 


the Piriner of Wakeficld. 
The vowes of kingsſhould bes oracles, : 
Nortblemithe wich the ſtaine of any breach, 
Chicfly where fealrieand Hr it. 
James. Brother ot Eni eland, rubnot rhe loreiafreſh, 
My-conlcience grieues me'formy deepe miſdeede, . 
I hau- the worſt,of thictierhoufand men, * 
Thereſcapt nor fullfive thouſand from the field. 
Edvard. Gramerci-;Muſzrouc,clleit hadgone hard. 
Cuddie, 1]: quire thee well ere werwopart 
James. Burthad nothisolde Farther William im 
Plaid rwice che man, I had not now bene here, 
A ſtronger man I ſeldome telrbetors, 
Buc one-of more reſolute valiance, 
| Treads nor { thinke vponthe Engliſh 
Edvard. I wor wel Mulgrouc tall nor loſe his hicr. 
Cuddic. And it pleaſe your grace;my :farher was. 
Fine ſcore and three at MidGemerl, laſt paſt, * | 
Yer had king lamic bene ax good as George a Greene, 
Yer Bll y Mulproue would haue fought with him. 
Edvard As Georgea GreenelI pray thee Fg 
Let me queſtion-thee, | 
Mucthaue [ heard fince [ cameromy croyne, 
Many in manner of a prouerbe lay, © 
Were he- as as G. i Green, Fwould firide hinntoate: 
Ipray thee rel) me,Cuddie,canſtchouinformeme, 
What is that George a Greene, 
Cuddie. Know,my Lord, ncuer ſaw the man, 
Bur mickle ralke is 4 


| 
' % 
4 


Lhe pleaſanc Comedie of 


They lay he is the Pinner of Wakefield roywne;, 
Bur tor his other qualiries,[ let alone. 
' FLlar. May it pleale your grace, I know the mitoo wel. 
Edward.) Too well,why lo, Warwicke? 
 F7ar..) Foronce he {wingde me, till my bones did ake. 
Edward. Why,dares he ſtrike an Earle? 
PWV ars. Anbalemy Lord,nay he wil ſtrike a king, 
_ Beirnotking Edward. 
| For ſtature heis framde, 
Like to thep icture of ſtoure Hercules, 
 Andfor bis; carriage paſſerh Robin Hood. 
The boldeſt Earle c or Baron of your land, 
© Tharoffereth ſcathynto the towne of Wakefield, 
George willarreſt his pledge vnto the 
And who ſorcliſtcth beares away the blo owes, 
For he hiniſelfe is good inoughfor three. 
Edward. Why this] is wondrous, my L. of Warwicke, 
 Soredol long to ſee this George a Greene. 
 Burleauing him, what ſhall we do,my Lord, 
Forto therebcls in the Nont? 
They are now marching vp to Doncaſter. 
Enter onewith the Earle of Kendal priſoner. 
 Sofr, who hauc we there? 
Caddie.. Here is atrairour,the Farlc of Kendal. 
| Edward. ——m——_—_—_ darſt thou once 
Caſtthinecyes vp 
Tharhonour Arhide ee nd with fauour? 
But [| willmake theebuy this creaſondeare, Z 
| ect zh Kend, 


| the Pinner of Wakefield, CE: 
Xend. Good my Lord.” Edw. Reply nar; traitour, 
Tell me;Cuddy,wholedeede of honour A 
Wonne the viRorie againſt this rebell, . - 
Cuddy,-' George a Greene the Pinner of Wakefield. 
E dward. George aGreenennow ſhall I hearenewes ; - | 
Cerraine what this Pinner is: {| | 2, =A 
Diſcourſcit briefly; Cuddy, how itbefell,: 
Cud. Kendall and Bonfild, with fir Galberr Armſtrong; = 
Came to Wakeficld Towne dilguifd,:;- - 


Andrthere ſpoke ill of your grace, 
Which Gcorge bur hearing,feld themar his fete, 


And had nor reſcue come into the place, - * 

George had ſlainc him inhis cloſe of whearte. 

Edward. But Cuddy,canſt thounor tell 

Where I might gine and grant ſome thing, 

That might pleaſe, & highly gratifie the pinners thoughts? 

Cuddic. This ar their parting George did lay rome, 

Ifrhe king vouchlafe of this nay ſcruice, 

Then gentle Cuddic kneele vpon thy knee, 

And humbly craue aboone of him fr mc. 

Edward, Cuddie, what is ic? 

Cuddie. Iris his will your grace would pardon them, 

And ler them liue although they haue offended. 

Edward. Ithinke the man ſtriuerh robe glorious. 

Well, George hath crau'd ir,and it ſhall be graunted, 

Which none but he in England ſhould haue gotten. 

Liue Kendall bur as priſoner, 

So ſhalt thou cnd thy dayes within the tower, | 
An Sh S 2: Kend. 


+ | © Kend, 'Graciousis Edward to oftendingfubintts. 


The picafant Comedie of - 


I. 


James, My Lord ofKend. you ate-welcometo: thecomm: 
E dard. Na y,but ill come as ir tals ournow, 
1,ill pron eee. nts icnocfor George a Greene, | 


- gentle king,forfo you would aucrre, 
And Ed wards betrers,[ falute youboth, 


Andherel voweby good Sainc George, 
You wilgainebur licle when your ſummes are counted. 


Toredoe Jong to ſecrhis George a Greene : 
And forbecaulc I neucr ſaw the North, 
1 will forthwith goe ſee ir: 
And for that ronone [ willbe knowen, 
Wewilldiſguiſtourſchucsand ſtcale downe ſecretly, 
 Thouand[king lames;,Cuddie,and cwo or three, 
 Andmakeamerriejourney for amonerh. 
Away chen;condu& himto the tower. 
Come on king lames my heare muſt needes bemerrie, 
It forrune make ſuch Lig our foes. Ex.omnes, 
Enter Robin Food, Mayd Marian Scarke, 

Wl and Muchehe Miltrs ſonne. 
I Robin. Why is not louely Marianbliche of cheere? 
Whar ayles my Lemman he ſhe ginsro lowre? 
Say good Marian why art thouſo fad. 
Marian. Nothing ng,my Robin,gricues mcto the hearr, .. 
Bur whenſbeuerT doc walke abroad, 
I heareno ſongs bur allof G:orge a Greene, 
Bertris his faire Lemman paſſerh me.” 


; mY this my Robingaules my very ſoule, 


Robin, 


the Pinner of Wakefield, 
Robin. Content, what wreakesitvsthough Georgea © 


Greene be ſtourte, _ .... 
So long as hedoth proffer vs no ſcarh? 
Enuie doth ſeldome lwrt bur to it (elfe, 
Andrthercfore,Majian,mile vyponthy Robin, 

| Marian, Neuer will Marian (mile ypon her Robin, 
' Neorlie with himvnder the green wood ſhade, 
Till that chou go ro Wakefield ona greene, 
Andbecarte the Pinnerfor the loue ofme. | 
Robin. Content thee,Marian,l willcaſe thy gricfe, 
My merrie menand [1 will chither ſtray, 
Andheerel voy that for the loue of thee, : 
I willbeate George, a Greene, or he ſhall beate me, 
Scarlet. AsT am Scarlet, next to little Iohn, 
One of the boldeſt yeamen of rhe crew, 
So will { wend with Robin all along, }. 
Andtry this Pinner what he dares do. ' 
Mauch. As TI am Much the Millers ſonne, 
That leftrmy Mill ro go with thee, 
And nill repent thatI haue done, 
This pleafant life contencerh me, 
In oughtI may rodoerhce good, 
Ile liuc and dic with Robin Hood, 
Marian. And Rohin Marian ſhe will goe wich thee, © _ 
Toſce faire Bercris how bright ſheis of blee. OS 
Robin. ww ſhalrgoe with wie i; 
| Bendvp your bowes,and ſee your ſtrings be tight, 
The —_ wes keene,and —_— rome 
+l | 8 $ 


\. # 
= 


 Andhathloſthiscredite withthe Alewife, - 


-. The pleaſant Comedie of 

| Andeachof you agoodbar on his necke, 

| Abletolayagoodmanontheground, . 

| Scarlet, IwillhaueFrier Tuckes.' 

Ah. I will haucliccle lohns, = 

Robin. Iwillhauconemadeof anaſhenplunke, : - * 

 Ablerobearcabourortwo,  - Ta \ 

{  Thencomeon, Marian, letvs goe, 

| ForbeforetheSunnedothſhewthe morning day, | 
| I wilbeac Wakchicld ro ſee this Pinner George a Greene. 

-] | E xeunt omnes.” 

Enter a Shoomaker ſitting vpon the ſtage 

at worke, Icnkin to bim. 

| Jen. My maſters, he that hath neicher meate nor money, 


| Forany thing] know, may goe lupperleſſe ro bed. 
 Burfoft whois heere?here is aShoomaker:; 
| Heknowes whereis the beſt Ale. 
- Shoomaker, I pray theerell me, 
 Whercisthe beſt Ale inthe rowne? 
| Shoomaker. Afore, afore, follow thy noſe: 
Artheſigneofthe eggeſhel. 
© Jſenkin. | Come Shoomaker,ifthou wile, 
| Andtakethypartofa por, 
| Shoomaker. Sirra, Downe withyour ſtaffe, 
| Downewithyour ſtaffe, | 
| Jenkin. Why how now, is the fellow mad? | 
| Ipraythicerellme, why ſhould | holddowne my ſitMe? 


o 


' Shooma., You wil downe with him, will younor fir? + 


- 


Ienkin. 


the Pinner of Wakcheld. 


Tenkin. Why tellme wherefore? 

Shoo, My friend, this is the towne of merry Wakefield, 
And here is acuſtome held, 
Thar none ſhall paſſe with his ſtaffe on his ſhoulders, 

Bur he muſt hauc a bour with me, 
And ſo ſhall youftr. 
TJenkin. Ando will not [I fir. 

Shoo. Thar wil [ try. Barking dogs bitenor the foreſt. 

| denkin. I wouldto God, [ were once well rid of him. 
Shooma. Now, what, will youdowne with your ſtaffe? 
lexkin. Why youare not in carneſt, are you? 
Shoomaker. It | amnor, take that. 

Tenkin. You whoorlencowardly ſcabbe, 

It is but the part of aclapperdudgeon, 

To ſtrike a man inthe ſtreere, 

Butdareſt chou walke to the rownes end wich me? 
Shoomaker. Ithat I'daredo:bur ſtay till I layinmy 
Tooles,and | will goc with thee to the rownes end 

' Preſently. 

Tenkin. I would I knew how to berid of this fellow. 
Shoom. Comefir,wil you go to the townes endnow fu? 
Tenkin. 1 ir, come. 

Now we arcat the townes end, what ſay younow? - 
Shoomaker. Marry come, let vscuen haue abour. 
Tenkin. Ha, ſtay alittle, hold thy hands, I pray thee. 
Shoomaker. Why whats the matter? 

Jenkin. Faith I am vnder-pinner of a towne, 


Andthercis anotder, which ifI doe not keepe, 
| E 4+ I (hall 


- Jenkin. Whenſocuer 


-  Whatcanſtthoubrookeroliue wich George a Greene? 


The pleaſant Comedic of 


Be 2 thallbe turned out of mine office.” 

. Shoomaker. What is "a (ir? | 
oc to fight with any budie, - 

_ Iyie roflouriſh my a chriſe abour my head 1» 
 Beforel firike,and bo ſhew no "484 4 

Shoomaker. Wellfir,andrill then I will nor ſtrike FEY 

Tenkin.' Wel fir,heteis once,twice, here is my hand, 
I witlneucr doc it the third time. 

 Shoomaker. Why then ſee we ſhall noe fighr. 

Jenkin. Faith ".aveyy will giue thee two pots 

Ofrhebeſt Ale and be friends. 

| GShoomak. Faith[I ſect is as hard roget water out of a Aline, 

 Astogerhimro hauc abour with me: 

Therctore 1 will cnterinto himfor ſome good cheere: 

My friend, I ſee thou arr afaint hearted fellow, 

Thou haſt noſtomackerofight, * - 

Therefore letvs goto the Alchouſe anddrinke. 

Jenkin.\Well;contemr,gocthy wayes and ay thy prayers, 

 Thouſcapit my hands roday. £: xeunt 0Mnes. 

Enter George a Greece and Bettris. 


George. Tell melweer louc,how is thy minde content, 


Bettris.Qh George, how like _ are theſe words? + 
Camel comBraiford for rhe oue of chee? 


| Andlcftmy father for ſo ſweet afriend? 
Here will | ive vntill my life doe end. 

E nter Robin FJood Surry teun and his traine. 
George. Happy amIto hauelo ſweerta loue, 


Bur 


bf 


the Pinner of Wakefield, 
Bur what are theſe come traſing here along? 
. Bettris. Three men come ſtriking chrough 
My loue. "I 
Creorge. Backe againe, you fooliſh trauellers, 
For you are wrong, and may not wend this way» © | , 
Rol in FTood. That were great ſhame. \- er 
Now by my ſoule, proud fir, 
Webe three tall yeomen, and thouart but one: : 
Come,we will forward indeſpitc of him, ' 
George. Leapethedirch,or I will make you skip. 
Whar,cannotthe hie way ſcrue your turne, 
But you muſt make aparh ouer the corne? 


re corne,. 


- 


Robin, Why, art thou mad ? dart thou incounter three? 
We arc no babes,man, [ooke vpon our limmes. 
Geo. Sirra,the biggeſt lims haue not the ſtoureſt hearts.” 
Were ye as goodas Robin Hood,and his three mery men, 
Ilc driuc you backe the fame way that yecames = 
Be ye men,ye {carne to incounter me all at once, 
But be ye cowards, ſet yponmeall three, 
And try the Pinner whathe dares performe. 
Scarlet, Werethou as highindeedes, 
As thou art haughtie in wordes, | 
Thou well migfteſ be a champion for aking: 
But emprie veſſels haue the loudeſt ſounds, 
Andcowards prattle more than men of worth, 
George. Sirra,dareſt thoutric me? | 
Ocarlee. I firra,that I dare. | 

They fight,andCGreorge aCrreene beats him, 

F - Autbe 


The pleaſant Comedic of 
 Afach. Hownow? whatartthoudowne? 

Came, fir, I amnexct. 
They fight, andCrcorge d Greene beates him. xl 

Rolin Hood. - qa eat ro me, ſparc mc not, / 

For lle not (pare 

George. Make HH [ willbe as liberalleo thee. 

They ghe, Robin Flood ſtayes. 
| Robin Food, - Stay, George, tor here dooproteſt, 

Thou art che ſtoureſt RN that cuerl layd- © 

Handes ypon. . 

Creorge. S oft youſir by) your cauc youlye, 

 Younecuer yet laid hands on me. 

Robin Hood. George, wilt thouforſake Wakefield, 

And 00 wich inc, 

Two liueries will [ giue thee eucrie yeere, 
And tartic crownes Fall be thy fee. - 
George. Why, whoarr thou? | 

. Robin Hood. Why,Robin H ood : 

I amcomehither with my Marian, 
-  Andtheſe my yeomen tor to vilit thee. _ 

CZeorge. Robin Hood? next to king Edward 

Arr = lecterome: 

V/elcome, ſweet Robin, welcome, _ _ 

And welcome, you my friends. - 

Will you to my poore houſe, 
You lhal hauc wafcr cakes your hl, 
A'pecece otbeefe hurg vp ſince Martlemas, 


Murcon and veale, ifchis like younor, 


Tike 


the Dianer of Wakefield. 


Take that you finde, or that yoabring forme, 
Robin Ebod, G odamertcies,good Georps, 
Ik bethygheſttoday. 
George. Robin, thereinthou hondnfnis tun A 
le ledge the way. 33 nn 
Enter King E dwerd, and King Tames 
diſquiſed, with two flaues. 
Edvard. Comeon, king lanes,now wee are 
Thus diſguiſed, 
Thercis none (I know) will rake ys robe kings: 
I thinke we are now in Bradford, 
Wherc all the merric ſhoomakers dwell, 
Enter aShoomaker. 
Shoomaker. Downe with yourſtaues, nokia, 
Downe with them. 
Edward. Downe withour ſtaues? I pray thee, why lo? 
Shoomaker. My friend,I ſcethouarra c heere, 
Elſe wouldeſt chou not haue queſtiond of the thing. 
This is the towne of merrie Bradford, 
And here hath beene acuſtome kept ofolde, 
That none may beare his ſaffe vpon his necke, 
Bur traile it all | along throughout the rowne, 
Vnlefle they meanc to haveabour wirhme. 
Edward. Bur heare you ſir, haththe king 
_— you this cuſtome ? tal 
boomaker. King or Kaifar, none this J 
ExceptKing Edwad, PY way, 
No not On. ſoureſt PR hk 


n 


_.__ Thepleaſant Comedie of | 


| Therctore downe with your ſtaues. 
Edward. Whatwaowebcitrodo? - 
| James. Faich,my Lord,they are ſtoure fellowes. 
' Andbecauſewerwill fee fome ſport, 
We willrraile our ſtaucs, 
| Becauſe weare men = 20 and traucllers, 
| Weareconmtentto traile our itaues. 4.4, 
Shoomaker. The way lyes before you, go along, +. 
Enter Robin Floodand George a Greene diſguiſed,” 
Robin FJood. See George, two men are paſsing 
Through the rowne, 
| Two luſtic men, and yer they traile their [taucs. 
| George. Robin, they are ſome pelants = 
 Trickt in yeomans weedes, Hollo, yourwo traucllers. 
Edward. Call youvs,fir? 
George. I, you. Arc yenotbig inoughto beare- 
Yourbatsyponyour Sy | 
 Buryoumuſt craile themalong rhe ſtreetes? £) 
 Edwar. Yesſir, wearebiginough, bur here is acuſtome 
| Kepr, that npne may paſſe his tak vpon his necke, 
| Vnleſſe he trajle itat the weapons poinr. | 
| Sir, wearemenotpeace,and loue tofleepe 
_ >Inour wholeskins, andtherefore quictnes is beſt. 
| George. Baſe minded pefants,worthleſſe robe men, 
| Wharzhauc youbones and limmes toſtrike ablow, 
 þ Andbeyourheartsſofaint,youcannor fight? 
| F ©  Werrnotfor ſhame, I would hrub your ſhoulders well, 


the Pinner of. Wakefield. 
And teach you manhood againft another time. 


Shoom. Well preachefir Iacke,downe with your ſtaffe. 
E dwar. Doyou hearc my friends?andyoube wile, | 
For all the towne will riſe vpon your 
Gearge, Thouſpeakeſt like an honeſt quiet fellow. - 
Ot Dradford cown,beare me your ſtaues ypou your necks, 
Orto begin withall, He baſte youborhſo or 
Edward. We will hold yp our ftaues. 
George a Greene fights with the Shoomgkers, 
.- What, haue youany more? _ | 
Call all your. cawne forth,cur, and longraile 
Shoomaker:' Whar,George a Greene, isit you? 
eyoulong'dro ſwingeme well. 
Come George;we wil cnlh a pot beforewe part. 
Heere, Will Perkins,take my purle, | 
Fetch mea ſtandof Alc,and et inthe Marker place, 


Keepe downe your ſtaues, 
Bur heare you me, Inſpire of all the ſwaines 
You were neuer better baſted in your liues. 
= + 4.241 + dndbeates them alidowne. 
Creor 
The Shoomakersſpy Georgea Greene. 
A lague found you, 
I think 
George, A por youſhaue,we willhaveanhundred, 
Thar all may drinkethat are athirſt this day, 


For this is for a feee to welcome Robin Hood © 
To Bradfordrowne. = 

They bring out the flande of ale, andfall a drinking. 
Wy iro io: Gre yr | : 


F 3. Ax 


The pleaſant Comedie vf 
Artheboord thisday, _ 
- Yourhar are ſtrangers,place your ſclues where you will. - 
Robin,hcer's acaroule to good King Edwards ſ[clte, 
And they tharlouchimnor, I would wehad 
The balting ofthemalitle, The: 
E nter the Earleofs /'I/ arwicke with other noble 
men, bringing out the Kings garments : then 
George alrreene andthe reſt kneele 
downe to the King. 
Edward. Come, maſters, all fellowes. 
Nay,Robin, youarethe beſt manar th=boord roday. 
Rile vp George, 
George. Nay,good my Liege,il|lnuriurd we werethen:; 
Though we Yorkcſhiremenbeblunt of ſpeech, 
 Andlitle skild-incourr, or ſuch quaint faſhions, 
| Yernatureteacheth vsductic ro ourking- . . 
Therctore | humbly befcech you pardon George a Green. 
Robin. And good my Lord, a pardon for poore Robin, 
An3 for vsall a pardon, good King Edward. . 
Shoomaker. I pray you, a pardon for the Shoomakers, 
Edward. I frankely grant a pardontoyouall, 
And, George a Greene, giue me thy hand : 
JThere js noue in England that ſhall doe thee wrong. 
Euen frommy court I camie toſce thylelfe; 
| Andnowl feerharfame ſpeakes noughthbur tructh., 
| Ceorp. Ihumblyrhanke yourroyall Maictie, 
| Thar which [did againſt the Earle of Kendal, 
\ Ir was bur aſubic&sductic ro bis Soucraigne, 


And 


the Pinner of Wakckeld. 


Andcherefore lirtle merir ſuch good words, -- 

E dward- Bur ercl go, lle grace thee with good Jodks. 

Say what Ki Edward may performe, 

Andrhou ſhaſc haucir being in nas amorane 

Creorge. '{hauca louely Lemman, ' 

As bright ofblee as is the filuer moone, 

Andolde Grimes her tather will not ler her march 

With me, becauſe Tam a Pinner, -: 

Alchou oh [ louc her, and ſhe me —_ 

£E FIR Whereis ſhe? 

George. Athomeat my poore houſe, 

And yowes neuer to matric vnleſle her father . 

Giueconſent, which is my great griefe, my Lord. 

Edward. WKehis be all,l will diſpatch i ic ſtraight, 

[le ſend for Grime.and force himgiue his grant, ] 

He will nor denic king Edward ſuch afure. Lab] 
E ner lenkin,and ſpeakes. - 

Ho,who flaw a mcſter ofmine? 

Oh heis gotreninto NIE 27 abodic ſhoul rake 

Hell for companie.” 

George. Peace, yeſlue,fee where King Ednardi IS. 

E dward. George, whatis he? 

Creorge. Ibefecch your grace pardon him, he is my 

Ohoomaker. Sirta, the king hath benedrinking = Fran vs, 

Anddid pledge vsroo. 

Tenkin. Hath he ſo?kneele, I dub yougentlemen. 

Ohoomaker. Beg it of the King, lenkin. 

Jean. [ wi.Ibefcech your worſhip grantme onething. 


F 4 E dvard. 


| The pleaſant Comecdie of 
Edvard. Whatis that? 
_Jenkin. Hearke in your care. | 
M:1- Hembiſpers the king in the eare, 
| Edward. Gaceyourwayesanddo it. 
| Jenkin, Comedowne on your knees, I haue gDrt it, 
Shoomaker. Letys heare what itis firſt, 
| Jenkin..'Mary becauſe you haue drunke with the king, 
| Andrhekinghathſogracioufly pledgd you, ; 
.  Youſhallbeno morecalled Shoomakers. 
- Bur youandyours tothe worlds ende, 
| Shallbecalled che trade of the gemele craft, 
Shoomaker.  1belcech your maicſtic reforme this 
Which hc hath ſpoken. 
Tenkir. 1 boar worſhip conſume this 
Which he hath ſpoken. 
E dward. Confrane it, you would fay. 
Well, he hath done ic for you,ir is ſufficient. 
Come, George, we will gocto Grime, 
And hauc thy loue. 
Tenkin. 1am ſure your worſhip will abide: 
For yonder is comming olde Muſgroue, 
And mad Cudidic his ſonne. 

Maſtcr,my fellow Wilie comes dreſt like a woman, 
And maſter Grime will marrie Wilie: Heere theycome. 
Enter Muſgroue and Cuddie, and maſter 

| Grime, /L/ ilie, Mayd Marian 
and Bettris. 
Edvard. Which is thy old father, Cuddie? 


Cuddic. 


the Dinner of Wakefield, 

Cuddic, This,if ir pleaſe your maieſtic, 

{ dward. Ah old Muſyroue,kneele vP, 

Fc firs nor ſuch gray haires to kneele, 
Aluſgroue. Long liuc my Soueragine, 
Long and happic bc his dayes: | 
Vouchlafe,my gracious Lord, aſuwple gifr, 
Ar Billy Mulgroucs hand; 

King Iames ar M:ddellomcaſtle gaueme this, 
This wonne the honour,and this giue I thee. 
Edward. Golatthexcie, Muſlgroue, for this friendly oifr, 
And for thou teld{t a king, with this fame weapon, 
This blade ſha!l heredubvaliane Muſgroue knight. 
Muſgr. Alas what hath your highnesdone?I am poore. 
Eds. Tomendthy liuing take thou Meddellomcaſtle, 
Thc hold of both:and if thou want liuing,complaine, 
Thou ſhalr have more to mainetaine thine ſtate. 
George, which is thy loue? 

Creorge. This,ifpleaſe your maicſtie. 

E dzxard. Arcthouher aged farher? 

(rrime. Iam, anditlike your maicſtie. 
£ dwar. And wilt nor giue thy dzughter vnto George? 
Grime. Yesn y Lord,ithe will let me marrie 

With this louely laffe 

£ dward. What fayſt thou, George? 

George. Wichall my heart,my Lord, I giuc conlent, 
Crime, Thendol giue my daughter vmco George. 
LT ilie. Then hall che mariage foone be at aiend. 
Wircncſle,my Lord,jifc-cI hea woman, 
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And w 
[ [giuci it frankely ynto thee for eucr. 


The pleaſant Comedie of 
For [ am Wilic,boy to George a Greene, 


| Who for my maſter wrought chis ſubrill ſhift. 
| Eqdvar. What,isitaboy?whar fayſt thouro this Grime? 
Grime. Mary,my Lord, I chinkethis boy hach 


More knaueric, than all che world beſides, 

Yer am [ content that George ſhall both haue 

My daughter and my lands. 

Edward. Now ved reſts I gratific chy worth: 
And therefere here [ doe bequeathrothee, = 

In full ip ion haltc that Kendal hath, 


at as Bradtord holdes of me inchicfe, 


Kneele downe George. 


| :; Creorge. What will your maicſtic do? 


Edward. Dub thee aknight, George. 
George. Ibclecch your grace, grant me one thing, 
Edward. What is that? 


I George. Then let me liue and dic a yeoman ill: 


So was my father, ſont liuc his ſonne. - 
For tis more credite to men of baſe degree, 
Todo great deeds,than men of dignitic. 


Edward. Well, beitſo Geor 
| James. Ibeſcechyour grace abarch with me, 


And {ct downe my ranſome. 


Edqvard. Georgea Greener downs he king of Scots 
Hisranſome. , 


Ibcſeech your gracc pr" me, 
TI _— my skill. 


the Pinner of Wakekield. 


Edxard. Dao it, the honor's thine. 
Crcorge, Then ler king Iames make good 
Thoſe rownes which he hath burnt vpon the borders, . 
Giue aſmall penſton to the fatherleſle, 
| Whoſe fathers he caus'd murthered inthole warres, 

Pur in pledge for thele things ro your grace, 
Ando returne. King Iames,are youcontent. 
Jamie. Iam comment: and like your maicſtic, 
And will leaue good caſtles in ſecuritie. 
Edward. Icrauenomore. Now Georgea Greene, 
Ile to thy houlc ; and when [ haue ſupr,Ile go to Aske, 
And ſec if Iane a Barley be ſofaire, 
As good King Iames reports her for to be. 
And for the ancient cuſtome of // aile ſtaffe, keepe it ſtill, 
Claymepriuiledge fromme: 5 
It any aske areafon why? or how? 


Say, Engliſh Edward yaild his ftafte to you, 


